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ST. CLAIR. 
( Continued from page 82.) 

ST. CLAIR received the Baroness’ 
concurrence with a heart overflowing 
with gratitude and delight; and after 
making the necessary preparations for 
the nuptials, he pretended that he had 
received an order to repair to the Bri- 
tish court. Though the motive was 
inexplicable to the German minister 
yet he did not doubt the truth of what 
he heard; and Sc. Clair obtained per- 
mission to quit the territories unmo- 
lested by those who could have com- 
pelled him to stay. Whilst Matilda 
was occupied in preparing for her de- 
parture, and in pack.ng up those little 
ornaments which she thought might be 
useful, her father and the Duke were 
arranging those settlements that were 
calculated to destroy the happiness of 
her life. though the Baron had al- 
ways retired to his chamber several 
hours before St. Clair intended to de- 
part, yetso charmed was he with the 
company of his intended son-in-law, 
that he would not hear of his going 
away, and the clock had actually struck 
eleven before the Duke of Morena’s 
carriage was called, at length the family 
retired to their apartment, and the Ba- 
roness entered Matilda’s room: her 
coun enance bore the traces of sorrow 
and affliction, and fear seemed to have 
taken possession of her heart The 
thought of being separated from the ob- 
ject of her tenderness was too agoniz- 
ing a circumstance for her to appear 
resigned ; and when she pressed the 
weeping Matilda to her agitated bosom 
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suffocated sobs evinced her grief.— 
I'hey were soon aroused from their 
mutual endearments by the signal 
which the Baroness had expected with 
so much dread. Matilda’s courage at 
that moment failed her, and she inform- 
ed her mother that she had resolved to 
stay. he attendant, who was to have 
been the partner of her flight, was in- 
stantly despatched to St. Clair with 
the news ; who frantic at hearing such 
unexpected intelligence, in spite of per- 
suasion forced his way into the house. 
Breathless’ with fear, he entered the 
apartment where Matilda and the Ba- 
roness still remained; and throwing 
himself on his knees before them, vow- 
ed he could not support the misery of 
life. —** Raised as I was,” said he,“ to 
a pinnacle of happiness, how can I bear 
to be suddenly cast down!—Oh! m 

Matilda in mercy save me, or [ shall be- 
come the victim of madness or des- 
pair!” Matilda’s heart shrunk within 
her as she beheld the frantic state of 
his mind: and divided between the 
claims of duty and affection, she was 
wholly unable to make any reply. The 
Baroness was by this time more com- 
posed, and turning to St. Clair said,— 
‘“* For God’s sake rise!— I will not rob 
you of this darling treasure—but oh! 
protect it with the fondest care!” Here 
the Baroness was unable to proceed, 
and again pressing Matilda to her bo- 
som, she placed her hand in that of the 
now happy St. Clair; and, after recom. 
mending them both to the protecting 
care of providence, desired their at- 








tendant to conduct them to the gate ; 





86 THE JUVENILE PORT-FOLIO, 


yet, when she heard it softly close up- 
on them, a sudden faintness overspread 
her frame, and for some moments she 
was insensible to the poignancy of af- 
fiiction, which ina short time again 
took possession of her heart. 

Whilst Matilda and St. Clair were 


' pursuing their journey with that de- 


gree of rapidity which the nature of it 
required, the baroness was endeavour- 
ing to compose her spirits, so as to 
meet her lord with calmness on the 
following day. The baron was too 
much elevated at the prospect of the 
alliance to be able to devote many 
hours to sleep; and, tapping at the 
chamber door which lady Matilda used 
to occupy, requested she would ris. 
without delay. But, no reply being 
returned to the repeated calls upon his 
daughter’s name, he unceremoniously 
entered the apartment, and, was shock- 
ed at beholding the bed still made—— 
a thousand fears darted upon his mind, 
and a thousand apprehensions took 
possession of his heart; and, instantly 
flying to the baroness’s apartment, he 
authoritively demanded the sight of 
his chilue. The baroness was so inti- 
midated by the frenzy of his features, 
that it was with difficulty she could 
articulate a reply ; and the baron per- 
ceiving how much she was agitated, 
had no suspicion that she had been ace 
cessary to her daughter’s flight. 
( To be continued. ) 
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THE DECEIVERS. 

When viewing the race of men upon 
the large scale, in my spleen, I have di- 
vided them into two classes, the deceiv- 
ers, and the decezved. Indeed so rooted 
an opinion have I imbibed of the duc- 
tility of iny fellow mortals, that | never 
seriously believed nor vindicated, what 
are so proudly styled, the honour and 
dignity of human nature. See then 
that polzticzan, wrapped up in the garb 
of patriotism, mount the rostrum, tic- 
kle the stupid multitude into convic- 
tion that he is the people’s, the me- 


chanic’s, the poor man’s friend ; that 
he, indignant of his country’s wrongs, 
alone feels them and asserts her rights, 
Take off that garb, look through the 
window of his breast, and see collected 
at the apex of his heart, sighs and 
flutterings after titles, honours and 
places. 

Look at that military beau that struts 
through the streets. A cockade, a 
| sword, and an epaulette, dazzle the 

crowd, impose on boys and girls, men 
and maidens, to imagine, that no dan- 
ger, could appal so great a hero. Carry 
him to the field of honour, and find 
! him white livered as a hen. 


How easily the /awyer, entrenched 
| with forms and books, gulls clients of 
their cash, is too stale to repeat. For 
once in your life, be persuaded, that if 
you come within the circle of his writs, 
| pleas, bars, rejoinders, &c. you will be 

handsomely stripped, even to your pen 
feathers. 

I am all gentleness to sex: were it 
not that one smile of a coguette makes 
me a slave, a flirt of a well maneuvred 
fan puts all my resolution asicep, I 
would not tread on consecrated ground. 
While I am sensible that she is psaying 
me on the line, till some other gud- 
geon comes in view, when [ shall be 
shaken off the hook; that I should 
fancy nought but love in her eyes, on 
her cheeks but the down of the peach, 
her hair a// auburn and natural, her 
lips two rose leaves dipped in dew, sym- 
metry in her form, taste in her dress, 
and sincerity in her bosom, is, strange 
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not more at the age when I blew the 


washer woman’s soap suds through a 


pipe into beautiful balloons, than at the 
period at which I am arrived, building 
palaces on earth, and castles in the 
air. I have.searched all,*of all a 

and countries ;sand, in abundance have 
| found, as many simple, deluded, gaz- 
y ing, cheated, weak sighted mortals, as 








as it is, inconsistent, inconclusive, and | 
unwarrantable—I am the first to con- | 
fess that fancy cheats me at her will: | 
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myself. But as virtue is better than 
vice, so is delusion than wretcbedness 
—~—P + Gee 
A LIAR. 


When Aristotle was once asked what 
aman could gain by uttering afalsehood? 
he replied, ** not to be credited when 
he shall tell the truth.” The character 
of a liar, is at once so hateful and con- 
temptidle, that even of those who have 
lost their virtue, it might be expected, 
that from the violation of truth they 
shouid be restrained by their pride. 
Aimost every other vice that disgraces 
human nature, may be kept in counte- 
nance, by applause and association ; 
the drunkard will easily unite with 
beings devoted like himself to noisy 
Mmerriments or silent insensibliity, who 
will celebrate his victories over the 
novices of intemperance, boast them- 
selves the companions of his prowess, 
and tell with rapture of the multitudes, 
whom unsuccessful emulation Has hur- 
riéd to the grave ; even the robber and 
the cut-throat have their followers, 
who admire their address and intrepi- 
dity, their stratagems of rapine, and 
their fidelity tothe gang. The liar, 
and only the liar, is invariably and 
universally despised, abandoned, and 
disowned ; he has no domestic conso- 
lations, which he can oppose to the 
censure of mankind; he can retire to 
no fraternity, where his crimes may 
stand in the place of virtues, but is 
given up to the hisses of the multitude, 
without friend and without apologist. 

— + o—— 


THE ROAD TO RUIN. 
This road is easily found out, without a 
guide ora direction post: it is a broad high 
way, in which the traveller may amuse himself 
with many pleasing prospects, without consi- 
dering that he is exposed to many dangers. 
The road to ruin is so infested with robbers, 
that it is next to impossible to escape their 
depredations. In other avenues the usual loss 
sustained is a purse of money; but in these 
paths, treasures inestimable are purloined from 
the urwary. The loss of gash may often be 
repaired, but what are we to do, when our 
innocence, our health, our integrity, our honér 
and our reputation, are basely pilfered from us? 
and such calamities will inevitably be our lot, 
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if we continue long in the alluring road to 
ruin. But notwithstanding the ceriainty of 
destruction upon this road, it is continually 
thronged with passengers: numbers of unthink- 
ing mortals are daily turning into it with im- 
petuosity and glee, without considering the 
difficulty and the almost impossibility of again 
getting out of it. When we see a man pos- 
sessed of a very moderate income, rioting in 
extravagance and luxury, our veracity will not 
be called in question if we venture to declare 
that he was on the roadtoruin. The spend- 
thrift who frequently makes application to 
usurers, and purchases tne use of money by 
extravagant douceurs, premiums or discounts, 
may be justly said to be a traveller on the same 
highway. Thousands have been annually in- 
veigled, into this flowery-looking path, by the 
baneful lottery, and its appurtenances. And 
when a person afflicted with disease, secks 
relief in quackery, he too may be said to be 
travelling on this road. 


NE > Ee 


When Voltaire exhibited his Orphan of Chi® 
na at his own house near Geneva, judge Mon- 
tesquieu was present, but fell asleep before che 
representation of the second act. Voltaire ob- 
serving it said, “ Let him sleep on, I suppose the 
presideut thinks he is on the bench !” 


———P ? 

A merry, but poor man, being ridiculed for 
wearing a remarkable short coat, replied, “ My 
friends you need not jeer me, for such is the 
state of my pocket, that it will be long enough 
before I am done with it !” ’ 


All IE ene 


The death of viscount Turrenne, was so very 
generally regretted, that when it was asked 
what person would feel his death most, “mar- 
shal Fute replied, emphatically, ‘ That*fman 
who succeeds to h's arduous office, by the dif- 
ficulty he will find in executing it.” 
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Somebody said to the learned Bignon, ** Rome 
ts the seat of faith!” ‘It is true,’”’ replied he, 
* but this faith is like those persons who are never 
at home /” 
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When Mr. Thomas Wharton was at Trinity 
college, a young man of the name of Tyndal 
evntinued Knocking late at night a the college 
gates to be admitted, which it was not lawful 
for the porter to do. The noise cailed the 
fellows together twice ; the last time they met, 
Mr. Wharton observ’d, * Well gem iemen, so I 
see this noise is occasioned by “ Tyndall’s continua- 
tion of Rap-m 2’ 

— + oe 

It was observed in company concerning a 
young gentleman, who was remarkabic for ca- 
joling his creditors with a future pay day, that 
it was a pity that fortune should neglect so 
promising a young gentleman. 





POETRY. 


JUNE. 


Glitt’ring with the morning dew, 
And illum’d by fairest light, 
Nature’s beauties meet my view, 
O’er the virent landscape bright. 
Hiil and dale and shady grove 
Glisten in the light of day, 
And the azure sky above 
Sines magnificently gay. 
Countless herbs and flow’rets bloom 
O’er the meads in vivid hues: 
And a cheering rich perfume 
Through the flowing air diffuse. 
Fair the springing glossy corn 
W aves luxuriant in the gale, 
Sweet the blossom’d beans adorn 
And perfume the fertile vale. 
Odoriferous spirits rise 
From the tresh unfolding flow’rs, 
Living tints delight the eyes 
Where they grace the roseate bow’rs. 
Fair the graceful lilly blows 
Scenting the soft breeze of morn, 
And the beauteous pink and rose, 
June’s elysian robe adorn. 
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TO THE INFANT DAUGHTER OF 


Sweet op’ning bud of innocence ;—how dear 
The infant smile that first imprints thy face ! 

Whose parents fondly every feature trace, 
Their minds alternate fill’d with hope and 

fear. 

For thee to danger, ah ! how much exposed ! 
What ills unnumber’d compass thee around? 
Fate may their fairest hope confound : 

By death their blissful prospects may be clos’d. 

Oh may benignant providence preserve 
Thy tender frame from all impending harm: 
And add to personal each mental charm ! 

Thy great creator may’st thou truly serve! 

May the whole tenor of thy life set forth 

Thy high descent for genius and for worth. 
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TO A&A ZEPHYR. 


Go gentle zephyr, softly blow, 
And fan my Mary’s face, 

Pain: on her cheek health’s vermil glow, 
And heightens every grace. 

And if she ask who fondly now 
Breathes on her dimpled cheek : 

Ah then in softer strains do ihou, 
Her tenderest care bespeak. 

Oh say it is a sigh from me, 
That flutters in her ear; 

That I, sweet gale, commission’d thee, 
My softest vows to bear. 

And if my Mary fondly kind, 
Attends thy amorous lay, 

And pours to thee her glowing mind, 
Do then her wish obey. 
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So when thy trembling airy gale, 
Breathes o’er my lips again ; 
Oh! say thy whisperings did prevail, 
Nor hast thou sigh’d in vain. 
—— ee 
THE QUESTION. 
Can the willow, ah say dost thou think, 
Harm the stream by a kiss as i bends, 
Or that zephyr saiuting the pink, 
By iis foudess annoys or otiends. 
The poor pilgiim as passing a rose, 
On his staff teaus the sense to regale, 
If a kiss should his gratitude close : 
Would a tint of its brightness grow pale. 
The bee from the bean fiow’r flies, 
And bears the rich load io his cell, 
No eye can perceive the lost prize: 
‘Tis impair’d not in beauty or smell. 
Tien should Sirepnon e’er purloin a kiss, 
Would it rob those dear lips of a charm, 
Or would Lucy repine at a bliss; 
That would neither impov’rish or harm. 


—— 
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VERSES, supposed to be written, during a storm at 
sea, by the unfortunate DERMODY. 


Lo! o’er the welkin the rempestuous clouds 
Successive fly, and the loud piping wind 
Rocks the poor sea-boy in the dripping shrouds; 
While the pale pilot o’er the heim reclin’d, 
Lisis to the changeful storm ; and as he plies 
His wakeful task, he oft bethinks tim sad, 
Of wite, and little home, and cliubby lad: 
And the half-strangled tears bedew his eyes. 

I, on the deck, musing on themes torlorn, 
Mark the drear tempest and the yawning 
deep, 
Nought dreading in the green sea’s waves to 
sleep. 
For not for me shall wife or children mourn: 
And the wild winds wili ring my funeral knell 
Sweetly as solemn peal of pious passing bell. 








——D + Gee 
PLEASURE AND REASON. 
Fled is that age when every day, 
And every month and year was May; 
When all my paths were strew’d with flow’rs; 


.nd love led on the laughing hours. 
| Inconstant, tender, fond and frail, 





No sorrow sould my breast assail ; 
| Fied is that age—and now I seem 
| To wake from a delicious dream ; 
' Dull reason comes to make me wise, 

\ And love his light wings spreads and flies. 
|| How ill exchang’d for reason’s treasure 


is one dear day of love and pleasure. 
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thirty-seven andan half cents pe: quarter, payable 
inadvance, vy T.G. Conpiz, No. 22, Carter's al- 
ley, opposite Mr. Girard’s Bank—Where a Let- 
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